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PREFACE 


For me, meaningis the most important thing | strive for 
preserving in Haïku writing. 


l'believe that Haiku must have meaning, and this meaning must 
be a formative material at the hands of the Haïkist. 


1 believe that Haiku depends on image, but Haïku is not an 
image or drawing without meaning. It must contain meaning 
that comes out of the image. Meaning must be a product of 
mixing the following components of the Haïku: simplicity, 
feeling, tune, subject, theme, and intention, moral. 


Haïku consists of describing a scene that everyone sees every 
day, but in an amazing way that they have not even thought of. 
Haïku relates to the vision and insight, not to the mere sense of 
sight. It is about an event, and not about who is able to make an 
event. It is represented in what is hidden behind-the-scenes and 
in the scene. 


No one else has the same eyes as yours, the same thoughts you 
have, the same feelings you experience and the same reactions 
as you respond with. You are different by just being yourself. 
Close your mind. Close your eyes. See with your heart to feel 
what others can only see. 


Praying that the eyes of your heart would be enlightened 
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returning home 
with masks of happiness 
wearied faces 


Ram Krishna Singh 






Patches of shadow 
Under bare tree 
Scorching sun 
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after cleaning 
the maid leaves behind 
an oily smell 
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June heat wave 
the long shadows 
whisper in bush 
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A load of wood 
on her frail back- 
autumn evening 
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Dew drop 
on a blade of grass 
rainbow 


Goutte de rosée 
Sur un brin d'herbe 
Arc-en-ciel 
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Falling leaves - 
a sheet of autumn 
in the courtyard 
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Palms waving to greet 
the first rain of the season: 
I wait in the room 
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after the storm 
picking fallen tamarind-- 
too high the tree 
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sudden downpour-- 
waiting in shade for someone 
with umbrella 
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half-eaten 
fallen under the tree 
the last mango 
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touching her tatoo 
in the darkness of mirror 
moon from the window 
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Least afraid 
kissing a shoplifter— 
Edgware Road 
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her fingers 
itaste in the orange 
she peels 
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wrapped in fog 
the flying plane 
seenby sound 


Caché par le nuage 
L'avion 
Est aperçu par le son 
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red with shame 
the skyat sunrise 
one more kiss 
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she goes out 
into sultry heat-- 
feeding time 
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searching for food 
in the street garbage 
a dog and girl 
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a red globe 
rises at dawn: 
waving corn 
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awake 
alone on the house top 
a sparrow 


Éveillé 
Seul sur la terrasse 
Un moineau 
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the black idol 
waits for worshippers to visit: 
unbloomed hibiscus 
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knee-deepin the pond 
awaits fresh catch to buy milk 
for the new-born 


Ram Krishna Singh 






squatting 
in the middle of the field 
a woman With child 
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resting in 
the cleft of the rock 
honey bees 
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sleeping snake 
curled between the eggs 
layers of leaves 
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hitching up the skirt 
she fills her pockets with 
unripe mangoes 
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smell of fish 
in his apple juice bottle— 
costermonger 
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icy fish 
laced with blood 
spices smell 
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potholes 
spots of sunshine 
wobble 
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crowdedstreets 
moving among the years 
wretched faces 
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crack in the mine: 
a traceless tipper driver 
wailing father 
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living again 
fountain on the hilltop— 
divine light 


Revivre 
Fontaine sur la colline 
Lumière divine 
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a yellow spider 
crouchingin a corner 
invisible webs 
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the sky 
without a shadow 
onthe earth 


Le ciel 
Sans ombre 
Au dessus de la terre 
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the clouds gather 
over the hillock— 
the air too turns black 
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float over the hill 
the autumn circles of smoke— 
her long hair streaming 
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wet in sweat 
from her under arms 
perfume 
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transparent 
in her red saree 
she tiptoes 
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Wiping his face 
under the umbrella 
an old man with books 
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between the streetlight 
and windowpane howling 
a wolfish shadow 
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prayer book 
covering the glass— 
his last drink 
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two bodies 
sweating together— 
afterglow 
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in the bath 
bare soul together— 
afterglow 


Au bain 
Âmes nues ensemble-- 
Rémanence 
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lying in her nightie 
she wipes the stray raindrops 
settled on her cheeks 






watching 
the darkness betweenthe stars 
enlightenment 
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on the river bank 
his soulis lighted for peace— 
lantern in the sky 
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unable to map 
on the face where her pain ends 
and mine begins 
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hidden betweenthe sheets 
my smothered senses— 
Salted honey 


Ram Krishna Singh 






in silence 
one with divine will 
growing within 
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touching her tattoo 
in the darkness of mirror 
moon from the window 
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drifting 
in the night's silence 
moon's shadow 
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tangle together 
flames of a double lamp 
onthe terrace 
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crowded waiting hall 
fleshly warmth with smelly clothes: 
midnight train still late 






locked between 
my bed and quilt 
December chill 
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